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Night Dance I Sarah Oliver 
Moonlight and shadows 
dance on my wall. 
Moonlight and shadows 
silently they call. 
Doing their dances around my head, 
I, unknowing in my bed. 
Beckoning, they twist and fade away, 
whispered promises for another day. 
Awakening, I sense in my mind's eye, 
Sight darting and staring, I can't figure why 
I see tiny footprints, stepped with care, 
Moonlight and shadows 
have danced there. 
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The Picture Painter I Ve 
A painter spoke to me today, o 
many others were there too, bu 
soft-spoken young man was mi 
He showed large and small slid 
work meticulously rendered 
with a realism reminiscent of th 
plauded in Art History. 
Images impressively large on s< 
in fact were miniature models. 
True to his medium of egg 
tempera, his ten hair brush flav. 
canvases with delicate designs. 
With great abandonment he the 
little works of art and placed th 
in, around, between, under, ovt 
beautiful frameworks of warm · 
But then he bowed his head sac 
sighing, his hollow, darkened e 
of his daughter, a doll, · 
born imperfect to 
an artist such as he striving alw 
for perfection and then 
he showed us his picture of her 
carefully conceived, 
a clear consummation 
of a father's love 
shining in the grey 
of her sightless eyes, 
unblemished for 
future ages. 
